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worn herself out, and I think she knew it. She had been
returned again for the St. Patrick's division of Dublin,
and when she walked to the Dail with Mr. de Valera
and other deputies to attempt to take their seats
without taking the Oath, she said to a friend, ' Some
day the Republicans will walk down and be admitted.
But I shall not be there then.1 Even in the hospital
she said, ' I sometimes long for the peace of the
Republican Plot.'
In the afternoon, after my night vigil, her husband
and stepson arrived from Warsaw. She was absolutely
delighted to see them, and they were with her at the
end. I was an intimate friend of Constance and
Casimir, and I know that it was life, not their own
choice, that separated them. Casimir was kept in
Russia by the World War, which swept individual lives
apart everywhere. He was wounded, then desperately
ill, and ruined by the Revolution. Finally he escaped
to Poland and began to work for the rebuilding of this,
his own country. Constance, drawn into the Irish
Rising, for the rest of her days had no more private life.
Such is fate. Casimir twice went to Ireland for brief
visits to her. With his son, he rushed to her when he
heard of her illness. As I sat by her after their first
visit, a parcel of lovely roses was brought in. She
would not even let me undo it, though her weak hands
shook as she opened it, and took out a card with a
charming inscription of greeting from them. ' Look,'
she said proudly, ' don't they know how to do things ?'
And she talked of them and of the old days, with
affection. I should not speak of these private matters
but that certain people have taken the opportunity of
biographical notices to invent stories of a quarrel. To
Constance and Casimir these things no longer matter,
but it is right for those who know the truth to
speak.

